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deep in ordure, for it was used by Turkish troops. The
Anatolian peasant lives on bread, olives, boiled barley,
and eliminates these foods in quantities that would not
disgrace an elephant. Doubtless his strength and amia-
bility are due to this power, and its frequent exercise, but
it does not make him a pleasant companion in a con-
gested barrack.

With little to eat, nothing to do, and hardly any space
to move, time dragged heavily, and I began to fear for
my brain. Sometimes it ran like a mechanical toy : like
a clock-work mouse, it scampered aimlessly amongst the
dust of memory, then became inert, with spring run
down. I grew afraid of thinking, especially at night, when
ideas crowded thick and fast over the body like a thunder-
storm over a parched plain. Each second seemed of
inconceivable duration, but there was no escape from
time.

I am surprised now that we did not quarrel amongst
ourselves, but perhaps we were too ill to do so. Illness
also accounted for my neglect of the calming breaths of
Yoga, which required an initial physical activity I did
not then possess and a privacy impossible to obtain in my
position.

After a few days, any kind of life apart from one's
fellows was more than ever impossible, for three officers
captured during the retreat from Ctesiphon were added
to our number, making us seven in our cramped quarters.
We lived not only cheek by jowl, but under the constant
supervision of sentries, who were changed every two days,
for fear that we should bribe them.

Bribery was an obsession with our guardians. Was
there then a chance of buying our way out ? I turned the
idea over in my mind.